26                      JOHN  WESLEY

Wesley answered the letter, no word broke the
silence of the Dublin that had engulfed her. Was
this the end ? Had it all been an ineffable dream ?
Impossible that there should be nothing left, not
even a few pages of writing ! He burnt her let-
ters ; she had insisted ; but - not till he had taken
careful copies of them.

The disappointment seemed to unify the three
John Wesleys ; at least, two of them disappeared.
He became one man, the earnest leader of the
Holy Club. It was with renewed ardour that he
plunged into the life of austerity, of self-denial,
of diligent devotion, undertook the search for a
saving faith. Method ! that was the only way.
There was no direct evidence that one had at-
tained salvation - he at least could feel no assur-
ance : but by acting according to rule, especially
that of the primitive Church, one could not go far
wrong. One could obey all the injunctions con-
tained in the various rubrics, and thus live the
holy life, for if a saving faith might be difficult to
reach, there might be a saving method. Ever
more method ! The Holy Club redoubled its
rigours (what did it matter if Morgan had starved
himself into a consumption, and died mad?),
fasted more, even on days which were not defi-
nitely laid down for fasting, prayed, practised
rescue work, exorcised spirits from haunted houses,
kept ever more aloof, courted the ridicule which
had once made life so uneasy to John (for as John
had been told on his ordination in 1728, a priest